140                                    'MONK                                   CHAP,

But even then his evil genius had not done with him.
He felt that by allowing the negotiations to go forward
he had removed one of his rival's difficulties. In a des-
perate effort to recover the ground he had thus lost he
removed the other. All that Monk now required was a
man whom he could trust to reorganise his army, and
reduce it to the obedient machine of his ideal. The one
man in the world to do it was his old comrade Morgan,
who had recently returned from serving with the English
contingent in the Low Countries under Turenne. He
was still Major-general on the Scotch establishment,
but had been laid up at York with gout. He was now
recovered, and Monk had written to him to rejoin. The
letter had been intercepted by Lilburne, and Morgan was
still at York pretending to disapprove of the Scotch pro-
ceedings. His importance was well understood. Next to
Monk he was considered the finest soldier in the three
kingdoms. After his brilliant capture of Ypres, the great
Turenne had embraced him on the shattered walls and
told him with effusion he was amongst the bravest cap-
tains of his time. Yet this was the man that Lambert,
with the fatuity of those whom Heaven has doomed,
chose to send to Monk in order to induce him to lay
down his arms.

What happened when the two old comrades met was
only to be expected. Morgan delivered his message
with a laugh, but never took back an answer. That was
more than he had promised. He told his friend he had
come to return to his duty, for he was no politician, and
felt his best course was to follow a man whom he knew
to be a true lover of his country.

The presence of the fiery little dragoon made itselfto turn against him, and for
